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CHARACTERS. 



John Ferret, a Lawytr. 

Pepperwell BroTfn. 

Spooner. 

Drabs. 

Mango. 

Dennis, Servant to Ferret. 

Mrs. Ferret. 



COSTUMES. 

Ferret. — Black suit. For the first part of the scene a figured 
dressing-gown, and a conical oil-akin cap. Skull-cap to repre- 
sent bald head, over wliicli to 'o worn a flowing wig. 

Brown. — Brown travelling suit. 

Spooner. — Gray frock-coat buttoned to the throat, black pants 
rather short; hitfr very tmin. Tall white kersey hat with 
narrow rim. 

Drabs. — Make up fat. Check walking coat ; flowered waistcoat ; 
plaid pants; all of a very showy pattern. Hat; heavy gilt 
chain; cane. 

Mango. — Blue swallow-tail coat with gilt buttons; vest and 
pants; gray wig; cane. 

Dennis. — Servant's dress ; red wig. 

Mrs. Ferret. — Morning dress. 
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Scene.— .4 room in Ferret's house. — An open door c. in p., over 
which a curtain. — To the r. of door a cord hanging. — Doors r. 
and L.— Table with cover on it and two chairs l.c. — Lounge r.c. 
—Screen r.u.o. — Dennis discovered arranging furniture, etc. 

Dennis. (Coming down c.) There, begorra, that much is done 
anyhow; and now 111 just have a bit ov a song to keep myself 
company till somebody's afther wan tin' me. (Comic song here in* 
Produced. For example, u Brian O'Lynn." In such a case the 
lines would continue thus:) Brian O'Lynu was an illegant lad, 
and a quare one too. But spakin' ov quare ones, ov all the 
quare people I iver saw, and I've seen lashin's ov 'em, I niver yet 
saw one that would come up to me masther. He has as many 
trades as there are fights at a fair. Ov coorse he's a lawyer by 
perfession, but thin he takes to iverything else as natural as 
a pig to butthermilk, or a purty colleen to bein' coorted. He 
always puts me in mind ov me aunt's third cousin, one Terry 
O'Shaughnessy, who made a most illegant trough for the pigs, 
all oat of his own head, and had wood enough left for another. 
He's all the time putterin' and potherin' about at iverything 
ye conld think ov, and some that ye couldn't. But to give the di v- 
il his due, as McCarthy said when he scalded the gauger with hot 
whiskey, he does about as much good as he does harm, and that's 
more than I can say ov all the lawyers I know ov. Then ov all 
the qnare notions a man iver got into his head me masther has 
the quarest. There isn't a soul steps inside the door, barrin' the 
cat, but he's afther thinkin' they're intendin'to delude ordecave 
him. And then inventions — be the frill on me grandmother's 
Sunday cap! but there isn't his like out of Kilkenny, where the 
dogs wag their tails by stame ! He's gone as crazy on 'em as 
a lunay-tick bedbug. May my nose be as long as my arm, 
bnt the house is crammed from cellar to garret with all" sorts 
of whirligig trash and trumpery, that, like the crook in Darby 
Kelly's no8e,is nayther useful nor ornamental — though Darby 
himself used to say that his nose was excaydingly convaynient 
forshmellin round a corner wid. Divil a hapoth does ould Fer- 
ret care for that, though, as long as it is pat/- tent. To spake 
the truth, as Denny McGiunis said when he called the school- 
master a liar, he's sthruck so blue mouldy wid this notion ov 
his that I belave if there's iver any little Ferrets they'll all b« 
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" Issued by Royal Letters Patent." The last quare thing that 
he's brought into the house is what he calls a Pay-tent Niag-a- 
rarer Shower Bath, and faith but it's a roarer intirely. He's 
got it put up there in the panthry (Points to back), and It fills it 
as full as the fiddler filled the barrel when the head and himself 
fell into it. He's goin' to thry it this momin\ He tould ino 
the moses-open-handy ovit, as he calls it. Let me see if I can re- 
member. (Scratching his head.) First he's got a bit of a book 
that tells him what to do; and a quare-lookin* cap, like the 
staple ov a church. That's to keep the water out ov his eats, 
I suppose. He puts on the cap, — divil a rag else, — aud gets in 
side. Thin I've got to pull this bit ov a rope (goes to shower- 
bath pull at back), and down comes the water like the very devil. 
(Pulls cord. Noise of a heavy fall of water.) Do ye hear it ? 
Isn't it pourln'? I wouldn't go in there for a month's pay aud 
all the little extras, such as tobaccy and whiskey. It puzzles 
me complately, why a man can't get rain enough out ov doors 
without buildin' a raiu storm in his cupboard. He tould me to 
let it on aisy at first, but I'm thinking it's aisy he'll get it. Only 
wait till he gets inside, and I'll go bail that he'll get a most lie- 
gant christenin' without aither priest or godfather. Ha, ha, 
ha ! (Laughing boisterously.) Dennis, ye divil, kape aisy 1 Whoap I 
( Takes a jig step.) 

Enter Mrs. Ferret, r. 

Mrs. F. (Indignantly.) Dennis! sir! What is the matter with 
you? 

Dennis, (Excitedly.) O mem, d'ye mind? (Pulls cord, noise oj 
water as before.) That's me masther's new shower-bath. 

Mrs. F. It certainly is very powerful ; but Mr. Ferret will be 
the only sufferer. Thank goodness ! it has nothing to do with 
the house arrangements this time, 

Ferret, (without, l.) Dennis, Is the Niagara all ready? 

Dennis. All ready, yer honor, and waitiu' (Aside), and so ami. 

Enter Ferret hurriedly, l. — He is without his wig, and has on a 
dressing-gown, slippers, and conical hat. 

Dennis. (Aside and laughing.) Ha, ha, ha ! There he is all 
rigged out like a fool at a fair. Isn't he fine and illegant to be 
shure ? Ha, ha, ha ! 

Mrs. F. (In surprise.) Bless me ! 

Ferret. Dennis, you scoundrel, what are you laughing at? 

Dennis. Laughin', is it, sir? Shurean it isn't laughin' I am, at 
all, at all. It's a bad toothache I have that twists me face in- 
tirely. (Putting his hand to his face and making grimaces.) Oh. 
wirra, wirra, ivery tooth in me head is dancin' a jig ! 

Ferret. Well, leave the room. 

Dennis. What was it, sir, yo said that I'd be takin' f.-r ii? 

Ferret. Take yourself oft'. Leave the room I say. 
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Dennis. Lave the room, is it? Shure, sir, it's goin' I am. {Aside.) 
Ye may count on me bein' at the christenin*. Good-by ould 
seven and sixpence. {Exit r.) 

Mrs. F. { Who has all this time been examining Ferret's cos- 
tume.) What a costume, bless me ! 

Ferret. And Barbara, bless me ! since it comes to that — there's 
a letter addressed to you ( Takes open letter from table, l.c) I have 
opened it, as I did not know the handwriting — pray excuse the 
liberty; it was left by a gentleman who promises to call again 
in half an hour. It is from Mincing Lane. 

Mrs. F. What, from dear old Uncle Richman? 

Ferret. It is, Barbara; and this is what he says: — {Beads.) 
"Dear Madam : The bearer is a friend of our house, and desirous 
of being introduced to Mr. Ferret. The name of the bearer is 
Mr. Brown. Yours, etc., Geo. Richman, for Richman & Co." 

Mrs. F. The gentleman is to call again? Dear old uncle ! It is 
a long time since we heard from him. I'm so glad he has not 
forgotten us, and it is lucky we can do something to oblige him, 
he is so very rich. 

Ferret. And we; we his only relations, I say we, my dear, be- 
cause with all your worldly goods you did me endow, and I al- 
ways looked upon your Uncle Richman as part of your marriage 
settlement. {Laughing.) Ha, ha! Barbara! Ha, ha. ha! 

Enter Dennis, r. 

Dennis. (To Ferret, giving a paper.) Here's a bit ov a letter 
for ye, sir. 

Ferret. Very well. (Ferret reads the telegram. Dennis stands 
listening.) 

Ferret. Well, what are you waiting for? Leave the room ! 

Dennis. {Aside.) Ye needn't be afther taking a body's head 
clane off. {Aloud.) Yis, sir, I'm goin'. I didn't know but ye might 
have some orders, sir. {Aside.) What a cross ould chap he is, 
to be shure ! {Exit Dennis, r. ) 

Ferret. This is from Mr. Richman also. {Beads.) "From 
George Richman, London, to John Ferret, Birkenwell. Look 
after Brown." (Speaks.) Our expected visitor, my dear. What's 
he mean by "Look alter Brown"? 

Mrs. F, What's he mean? Of course he means that we are to 
show Mr. Brown every possible attention. " Look after 
Brown." 

Ferret. Well, I don't read it so. " Look after," means " Look 
sharp " after Brown. 

Mrs. F. {Crossing to l.) What a suspicious creature you are, 
Ferret ! 

Ferret. {Grossing to r.) And you so confiding that you would 
trust the cat with the cream-jug. 

Mrs. F. {Sneeringly.) Didn't you annoy our neighbor from 
India by your ridiculous notion that he lured our ducks to lay in 
his garden? The man was so hurt at your insinuations that lie 
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left his lodgings, and has lived at the* " George" ever since 
{Crosses to R.) 

Ferret. {Crossing to l.) So much the better, so much the bet- 
*er. However, I shall take care of Mr. Brown whenever he puts 
ja. an appearance. 

Mrs. F. John Ferret, mark my words, your suspicious nature 
will yet cost you dear. 

Enter Dennis, r. 

Dennis. {Announcing.) Misther Brown. A gentleman brown 
all over. 

Ferret. Good gracious ! (Pulls off his cap and thrusts it into the 
pocket of his dressing-gown, thereby exposing a head entirely bald.) 

Enter Brown, r. 

(Dennis shows an inclination to remain. Ferret looks sternly at 
him and points to the door. Exit Dennis hurriedly, r.) 

Brown. (To Mrs. F.) Have I the honor of addressing Mrs. 
Ferret? 

Mrs. F. (Bowing.) Yes, sir. 

Brown. My name is Brown, — Peppervvell Brown at your ser- 
vice. I trust that j'ou have perused the letter I left this morn- 
ing. 

Ferret. (Aside, displaying telegram.) And / have perused this 
dispatch. " Look afcer Brown." 

Mrs. F. Oh. yes. My husband has received the letter you re- 
fer to. 

Brown. (Approaching Ferret and extending his hand.) Mr. 
John Ferret, I presume? 

Ferret. (Not taking it — coldly.) That is my name. 

Brown. My name is Brown, sir. I come from Mr. Geo. Rich- 
man's, of Mincing Lane. 

Mrs. F. And dear uncle, is he quite well? 

Brown. (2\>Mrs. F., cautiously.) Quite so — apparently. 

Ferret. (Aside.) Ah! he hesitates; perhaps he is dead or dy- 
ing; visions of a last will and testament float before my eyes ; I 
begin to be interested. (Aloud, approaching Bkown.) No ap- 
pearance of his distressing asthma and biennial gout! 

Brown. I was not aware he was so afflicted. I am not an inti- 
mate friend of Mr. Richman. (Ferret aside, returning to l. Oh, 
confound it!) His house was in conuectiou with my agent iu 
Calcutta, and I applied to him to assist me in my inquiry for a 
Mr. Mango. I was told that he was living here, and that you 
would kindly introduce me. 

Mrs. F. Dear me, how unfortunate ! 

Ferret. Not at all ! not at all ! A man who allures silly creatures 
to desert their natural protectors, to forget the hand that feeds 
them — 

Brown. You astonish me ! Mango was thought to be an ec 
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centric man, but the soul of houor. May I inquire whom he has 
lured into error? 

Ferret* Four Aylesburg ducks, sir. Encouraged them to lay on 
his premises. (Mits. F. scolds him in pantomime.) 

Brown. (Aside.) The man is evidently mad, as mad as a March 
hare. The shaven head, I see it all, — he is a lunatic, I must be 
carefUl not to excite him. (Aloud, mildly.) Oh, was that all? You 
have relieved me greatly. And whore shall I hud Mr. Mango? 

Mrs. F. At the " George " Inn ; but I hope you will dine with 
Us to-day. We dine at five. (Fuuret appears uneasy.) 

Brown. You are very kind, Mrs. Ferret; but I must be in 
London this evening. 

Ferret* (Aside.) Thank goodness, the spoons are safe this 
time! 

Mrs, F. Then oblige us by taking luncheon at twelve. 

Ferret. (Aside.) Oh, confound the woman 1 (Aloud.) I have a 
board to attend at twelve. 

Mrs. F. Mr. Brown will excuse your absence, I am sure. 

Brown. I am sure /will. 

Ferret. (Aside.) Um ! — ah ! — He will, will he? I'll not leave 
the house for a moment. 

Brown. At twelve, I will be punctual. (Consults watch — sur- 

Srised.) Good gracious, my watch has stopped, and I am positive 
wound it before leaving London ! It must be broken. 

Mrs. F. (Offering her watch.) Pray make use of mine. It was 
a present from my dear uncle, and goes capitally. 

Ferret. (Aside.) Goes! of course it does! 

Brown. I thank you very much, and will, with your permis- 
sion, leave my watch with you. (They exchange watches.) It is a 
strange affair; it came from India. 

(Brown, r.c. Mrs. F.. l.c.) 

Ferret, (l.c.) The climate must be very favorable to watches, 
if they generally grow to the size of the present specimen. 

Brown. (To Mrs. F.) It is of English make, ma'am, and I 
have something to tell you about it when I return. 

Ferret. (Aside.) When he returns. 

Mrs. F. (To Brown.) Which will be at twelve? 

Brown. To a moment. I must now go and flud Mr. Mango; 
so, for the present, I wish you good-morning. 

(Exit r.) 

Mrs. F. John Ferret ! John Ferret, I blush for you 1 How 
can you be such a bear? 

Ferret. I am ashamed of you, Barbara, for being such a fool ! 
Do you expect to see that watch any more? You'd better have 
a handle put to the one he has lex r t you and use it as a warming- 
pan. To call that a watch! A steam-engine of twenty horse- 
power at least! (Mrs. F. examines the ivatch.) Ah ! you may well 
stare at it. However, it's your own, and if you lose your watch 
don't ask me to buy another. 

Mrs. F. (Aside, r.) Oh, you suspicious mortal ! 

(Exit R.) 
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(Ferret paces stage, and replaces the cap on Us head in an absent 

manner.) 
Ferret. Look after Brown — I wonder who he is? — A de- 
faulter, no doubt — or a housebreaker — or, to say the very least, 
a pickpocket. 

Enter Dennis, r. 

Dennis. Misther Spooner is below, sir; and says if ye plase r 
sir, he'd be likin' to see ye on business. He's a very timid sort 
of a chap, and — 

Ferret. Show him up. 

Dennis. Tear an' ouns, what a stew the ould man's in, to be 
sure ! He'll scare the liver clean out of him. 

(Exit r.) 

Ferret. He's undoubtedly an old hand — how cleverly he gof 
that watch ! 

Enter Spooner, with a bag, r. He approaches Ferret, timidly, 

boioing many times. 

Ferret. Well, Spooner ! An early bird this morning. What's 
the matter? Sit down. (They sit at table l. c, Spooner, r., 
Feurkt, l,) Well? (Pause — Spooner fidgets.) Fire away! (4n- 
other pause — Spooner fidgets again.) Why the devil don't you 
go on ? 

Spooner. (Timidly.) I — I have come for a little — a little ad- 
vice, if you please. 

Ferret. (Encouragingly.) And shall have it cheap. Thirteen 
and fourpence an hour isn't dear, is it? 

Spooner. No, sir ; I suppose not. 

Ferret. (Consulting watch.) Twenty minutes past ten, — saj 
ten; so flre away. 

Spooner. I have been broken into, Mr. Ferret. 

Ferret. What? 

Spooner. I was a victim to burglary last night. I was ir 
bed. 

Ferret. Nothing unusual in that. 

Spooner. No, sir; and asleep. 

Ferret. And snoring? 

Spooner. No, sir ; thank goodness my worst enemy can't ac- 
cuse me of that! I heard a noise in the wash-house. Up 1 
gets — 

Ferret. And down you goes, v*f course; and there you 
saw — 

Spooner. A man who cried out, " Take care — " 

Ferret. (Starting up, excitedly.) Of Brown. 

Spooner. I can't say, sir; but he threw a boot-jack at me 
and I threw a boot-jack in return, and — and — and knocked off 
this. (Produces bag.) (Ferret sits.) 

Ferret. Knocked off his head? 
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No ; I wish it bad been. It's only his but. (i¥o- 
Aucesfrom bin a kid similar in BuowN'S.) 

Ferret. {Starling up, excitedly.) As I live, it's that scoundrel 
Brown. 

{Rising.) What a clever man yon are, Mr. Ferret! 
Yon know the hat. The man was — 

Ferret. Tall — Brown's tall. 

Spooner. No — short. 

Ferret. No — full. He can shut himself up like a telescope, 
no doubt. 

Spooner. You think so ? Rather fat — 

Ferret. When compressed. Draws out long and thin. I 
know the fellow — he was here but n short time ago. But I was 
Dp to him. {Brings Spiionck down c, confidentially.) Don't mind 
showing you. {Produces telegram.) Read that: "Look after 

Spooner. (Astonished.) Dear me ! What Information yon 
have, Mr. Ferret! What's to be dona? 

Ferret. Spooner, 1 Wouldn't let that, man escape for n thou- 
sand pounds. Tou shall identify him; he will be hero directly. 
Mrs. Ferret must not suspect that we have found out anything, 
or, such is iicr infatuation, she will be giving the vagabond 
warning:- No, you shall stay here. Ah! a brilliant thought! 
{Takes Spoonkr to ehowr-liath at back and draws curtains.) Qet 
in here. 

Spooner. {Hesitating.) In there! 

Ferret. Yes, In here. I It's quite safe, only a very little damp ; 
and the smell of the paint la quite reiVi-shing. (Spooner goes 
into the bath. — Ferret closes the curtains and comes down o.) 

Enter Dennis, r. 



Enter Dribs, hurriedly, R. 

Dennis. {Aside.) Be the powers, hut isn't that a most lllegaut 
form ? I could make me fori in show in' liltn through the country 
s the prize pig, at a ha'penny a sight. Who the devil is he? I 
never saw him before thnl. i can remember. (Dennis stands lis- 
teniiHj. From looks at him, when he pretends to be tying his 
shoe.) 

Ferret. DenulB 1 

Dennis. Beg pardon ! Did ye spake, sir ? 

Fbrrcl. Do you want anything? 

Dennis. No, sir; I was only just tyin" me shoe, I belave lha 
«th ring's brose intirely. 

ferret. Leave the room! 

Dennis. Yis, sir. {Aside.) Good-by, ould vinrgar-cruetl 
{Etdt it.) 
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Drabs. (Pompously.) My name's Drabs, sir. I'm from Panic* 
ers. (Brings chair c. and seats himself.) 

Ferret. (Annoyed.) Well, that's a great deal of infoiraation in 
a few words. Pray, Mr. Drabs, who is Packers? 

Drabs. Packers is a meterpolitan parish, and I am its beadle 
— plain as I appear. 

Ferret. (Aside.) A parochial peacock without his feathers. 
(Aloud.) Travelling incog. — and for what purpose? 

Drabs. The fact is — the fact is, in our parish we have more 
wives and small children than we knows what to do with, and 
an unmitigated vagabond has left us five — 

Ferret. What — wives ? 

Drabs. No ; children, and one wife. We've traced him down 
here, and I've been referred to yon, as Clerk of the Guardians, 
to help us get him back again. He aint particular what he calls 
hisself. Sometimes it's White; sometimes it's Black; some- 
times — 

Ferret. (Excitedly.) Brown — Brown! 

Drabs. Well, let us think. (Sucking the knob of his stick and 
cocking his eye upwards.) Well, I should say its wery likely he 
might a* called hisself Brown at some period or other. 

Ferret. Then I've got him, Drabs. A human cuckoo, that 
leaves his brood in any nest that will hold them! He'll be here 
directly. 

Drabs, (Rising.) But are you sure he's my man? 

Ferret. Tall? 

Drabs. Well, betwixt and between. 

Ferret. Rather thin ? 

Drabs. Not corpulent, certainly. 

Ferret, The very man! I expect him here every moment. 
You shall pounce upon him like a hawk. Come, let me intro- 
duce you to another victim of Brown. (They proceed to back, — 
Ferret draws the curtain over door in F.) Mr. Drabs of Pankers, 
Mr. Spooner of Birkenwell. You'll soon know each other. 
(Dramatically.) "Mutual wrongs are like the thongs which 
bound the fasces.'* (Exit Drabs, d. in f. — Ferret closes the cur- 
tain.) 

Ferret. (Coming down.) There — there I've got the trap all 
baited for the scoundrel, and all that remains is to spring it at 
the proper time. I hope that this will be a lasting lesson to 
Barbara, and teach her not to be so confiding in future. The 
idea of her letting that scoundrel have her watch, which is worth 
ten guineas at the very least, in exchange for that tailless warm- 
ing-pan of his, that certainly cannot be worth more than three, 
and probably stolen at that ! Now, I'll go and make my toilet. 

(Exit l.) 
Enter Dennis, cautiously, b. 

Dennis. Iverybody gone ! It's as sthill here as it was in Mul- 
rooney's cabin whin himself was dead, and the pig and the 
rist ov the family were gone to the fair. It's quare where thim 
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chaps have gone, I didn't mind their goin' out. {Goes to door 
I*, and listens.) Me masther's in there and niver a soul else. 
(Listens. Goes cautiously to d. in f. and peeps through the cur- 
tains, then comes forward.) Ha, ha, ha! {Laughing) Be the 
powers, it's in the rainin' masheen they are ! Be dad, but I've a 
good mind to pull the rope ; wouldn't there be a ruction ? Ha, 
ha, hal (Laughing.) Now, what are they in there for? the ould 
mau must have put 'em there; but for what? That's what 
bates me entirely. I must be lifther knowin' what this manes ; 
and why shouldn't I? Haven't I got a right to know? Ov coorse 
I have. (Listens to R.) Whist! there's somebody comin*. 
(Looks through the keyhole of door, r.) Tear au' ouns; it's the 
missus an' ould Mango. Now what can he be afther wantin' ? 
Perhaps he knows I sucked thim eggs there's been such a phila- 
loo about. Well, whativer he has to say I'm going to hear it. 
This way, ladies and gentlemen, and see the sthriped pigatebut- 
thermilk wid a fork. (Goes behind screen, r.u.c.) 

Enter Mrs. Ferret and Mango, r. 

Mrs. F. Mr. Mango, I must admit to being surprised at seeing 
you, but yet I am heartily pleased at your coming. 

Mango. You are most kind. I have long desired to pay this 
visit; indeed, it was my business here at Birkenwell ; but Mr. 
Ferret's extraordinary conduct with regard to those Aylesbury 
ducks made it impossible. 

Dennis. (Who has been looking over the top of screen, aside.) 
Blood an' turf! Thim ducks'll be the death of me. (Disappears 
behind screen.) 

Mrs. F. Pray think no more of that, my dear sir. Mr. Ferret 
has been very ill with a fever, and lost — lost — 

Mango. His wits? 

Mrs. F. No, sir; not his wits, but a remarkable fine head of 
hair, and the loss has made him very irritable. Besides, I must 
own, that, though he is a most affectionate husband, he is the 
most suspicious man alive. 

Mango. What has made him so? 

Mrs. F. I think it is his profession. He is a lawyer, and there- 
fore sees so much of the bad side of human nature, that he 
almost doubts if there be a good one. Pray think no more of 
that ridiculous matter. 

Mango. Well, for your sake, I will not. You know a Mr. 
Brown, I believe ? 

Mrs. F. He called here this morning, and — really I'm ashamed 
to own it — but John suspected him of some design upon him. 
I would give a great deal to cure John of his unfortunate dispo- 
sition to be so distrustful. 

Mango. Humph ! My visit to you has reference to an interview 
I have had with Mr. Brown. 
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Enter Ferret, — he sees Mango, and stops short in surprise. 

Ferret. {Aside.) Ha! What I He here! There's evidently a 
conspiracy on foot. I'll listen. {Conceals himself behind 
door, l.) 

Mango. Your maiden name was Chubb. 

Ferret. {Aside.) What's that to him? I changed it. 

Mango. You were an orphan, and married a man older than 
yourself. 

Ferret. {Aside.) Like his impudence ; he's been looking np the 
parish register. 

Mango. You had an Uncle Godfrey, who years ago went to 
India, — a bankrupt, worthless fellow. 

Mrs. F. He had been unfortunate, but my mother always said 
he was the kindest of brothers. 

{Pause. — Mango takes Mrs. F.'s hand, and looks at her ten- 
derly.) 

Ferret. {Aside.) What's coming now, I wonder? 

Dennis. {Aside.) Aisy, ye divil, and don't be afther makin' 
love to me missus, or I'll give you a polthogue under the lug. 
{Sees Ferret.) Oh, murther, there's ould Ferret ! {Disappears 
behind screen.) 

Mango. You are very like your mother, in openness of face and 
confidence of disposition. Brown has told me of your lending 
him your watch. 

Ferret. {Aside.) Of course, and laughed at her stupidity. 

Mango. He left one with you ? 

Mrs. F. {Producing it.) Yes, here it is ; I recognize in it a very 
old acquaintance. 

Mango. And I an older one. Do you mind trusting this to me 
for a short time? 

Mrs. F. (Giving him the watch.) Oh, certainly not. 

Ferret. {Aside.) I see it all. Brown has her watch, Mango 
gets Brown's, and Mrs. F. is done out of both. 

Mango. I knew your uncle well. Some years ago he sent you 
a locket. I see it there. May I be allowed to look at it? 

Mrs. F. Certainly. {Takes locket from her neck, and gives it to 
him.) 

Ferret. {Aside.) He will have the wedding-ring off her finger 
presently. Am I not bound, as her husband, to put in an appear- 
ance, and stop proceedings ? 

Enter Brown, l. 

(Ferret comes forward and stands c, withhis arms folded, look' 
ing sternly at Brown.) 

Mrs. F. John ! What is the matter with you? 

(Ferret takes the hat left 6y Spooner from the table, and throws 
it forcibly at the feet of Brown.) 

Mango. Is the man mad ? 

Ferret. {Placing himself opposite Brown, and in a hissing whis- 
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Brown. {Alarmed.) How should I know, ray dear sir? 

Ferret. {Louder than before.') The house of a peaceable citl- 
jten was broken into last night. That hat was left behind. 

Brown. Well, sir. 

Ferret. {Still louder.) But we were warned lu time, thanks 
to the Electric Telegraph. {Producing telegram.) Read that, sir, 
from our excellent relation Mr. Iiichinan: " Look after Brown." 

Mango. {Buttoning up his coat and preparing to go.) Madl De- 
cidedly mad ! (MRS. 1' pleads v:ith him not to go, indumb show, 
andthey talk- apart wail lit* next cue.) 

Brown. {Indignantly.) And dare you, sir — dare you, sir, ac- 
cuse me of bnrgliry and desertion I 

Ferret. {Stioui-ing.) In unvarnished English — yes. And I've 
witnesses there to prnro it, {Pointing to bade.) 

Brown. {Shouting.) Produce them! 

Ferret. {Shouting.) I ui. n't. rill I please. 

Brown. Mango, ring the hell. Let us see if there Is a sane 
person in the house. 
(Mango putts cord at back. Noise of a heavy fall of water, with 

exclamations of alarm and anger from Spooneb and Drabs. 

— Drabs and SI'Oonei: rush in from bath. — Theyare very wet.) 

Brown. ] {In surprint;.) Where? 

Mango. I {In surprise.) Who? 

Mrs.F. f {In surprise.) What? 

Dennis.} {Excitedly.) Huron! 

{During the latter part of the scene, Damns has been leaning on 
the top of the scretn.and enjoying it. —As he speaks, he loses his bal- 
ance and falls with screen. — Scrambles up unnoticed, and exits a.) 

Ferret. {Pointing exuttlnahj to ])i;ai)s and Spooneu.) Behold 
my witnesses 1 {Spookf.r stands shivering.) 

Drabs. {Angrily.) Plaintiffs, you mean. At least I'm one. You 
shall pay dear for this trick. Mr. Ferret. 

Ferret. Nonsense! that's your deserter. Pankers. 

Drabs. No, It's not; not ;i feature of any of the children about 
him. You shall hear from me, Mr. Ferret. {Exit, angrily, K.) 

Ferret. Spooner, then it's your man, 

e-pooner. {Shivering.) Noi in 1 1><> lefts I; like him. I'm a corpse, 
Mr, Ferret, a corpse! My last injunction to my executors will 
bo " Prosecute Ferret! " {Exit, shivering, n.) 

(Brown and Mango tnik "pun in dumb show.) 

Mrs. F. Well, sir, A pretty fool yon have made of yourself, 
John Ferret. Look after Brown I Look after yourself, I think, 
■Ir. 

Ferret. My dear, there is evidently some mistake. 

Mango. {To Brown.) I beg your pardon, Mr. Brown, I was 
prepared to receive your statement as truth, and would have 
acted upon it; but when I liud a respectable practitioner, like Mr. 
Ferret, accuse you of burglary and desertion of your family, 1 
pause, sir, I pause! 
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;ain? That 
ur nephew. 



■ 

Simon. (To Mango.) Say, sir, what have It = 
watch which you recognize was given to me by your nephew, 
William Chubb. 

Ferret \ C 7 " ""J**"*) uis nephew? 

Brown.. (Tt. l[.ixr,o, nho"-ing him a package of papers with a 
teal on it.) Willi tiiis will. hi:i-(iu-;nhin^ liis'claims upon yon — 

Mango. Ten thousand pounds ! I acknowledge die debt. 

Brown. Ten thousand pounds; all of which he bequeaths to 
his cousin, Mrs. Barbara Ferret, here present. (Mna. Fekrrt 
links on lounge, L.C.) 

Ferret. (AHtonished.) What do you say, sir? Ten thousand 
pounds, and the debt acknowledged? 

Mango. Just so; and [ should have made no objection to the 
payment of the money, had not Mr. Ferret uccused Mr. lirown 
of crime, which makes me doubt the validity or those docu- 

Ferret. Oh, don't say that. I didn't mean it. 

Mango. Pardon me. I am very sorry to put you to the delay 
and expense of sending to India for proofs. The process Is 
tedious, very ledi'ms hut necessary now. 

Mrs. F. (From lounge, — sobbing.) John, John I I told yon 
to loolc after Brown. 

Mango. (About to go.) When you can bring me satisfactory 
evidence, I am prepared to pay. 

Ferret. You don't moan to leave us, Mr. Mango, in this unsat- 
isfactory manner? 

Brown. (About to go.) Mr. Ferret, my object was to have 
Served you in this mutter, but the insult I have received, and the 
Injury my character has sustained, especially in the estimation 
of Mr. Godfrey Chubb, your wife's uncle here, must be atoned 
for. You, as a lawyer, know the course I shall pursue, and yoa 
know your own. 

Ferret. (Despondently.) Oh, yes, the process is very simple. 
Brown e,«. Ferret. del'aiimi.ioii. Ihiuinucs a Ih'nnand pounds, 

■ Mrs. F. (From lounge — sobbing.) John, John! How 
con Id you doubt I be ini'iimm: f>f lliar. telegram? 
Fetret. (De.<p;>ulrutiij s*;tts t t i instil' it. of tabb\ lays his head upon 
it,anil wraps it in the tahk-coocr.) You have been it good wife to 
me, Barbara So younj.', and yet so wise ! You'll And my will at 
the back of 1 be ivanlvolie. wrapped lip in my wixliliiit;- waistcoat. 
Mrs. F. (Bushes to Fhuiibt and throws her arms about him.) 
Odear Johnny J Don't, don't I 

Ferret. I've left you everything, and have only to add a law- 
fuit, Brown i-s. Ferret, damages a thousand. 

Mrs. F. (Trying in ruin to unroll the table carer from about his 
head.) O my dear Johnny, you are wandering I 

Ferret, it was destiny made me erect *■ Niagara." An an- 
cient gentleman burued himself on a funeral pyre — I shall 
take a funeral shower-bath. (Mrs. F. screams and shakes Fsrkci 
Violently.) 
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Mango, (c. Soothingly.} Come, Mr. Ferret, be a man. Proofe 
of Mr. Brown's respectability can be obtained easily. 

Ferret. No, no! Impossible! (Recollecting himself.) Ob, dear! 
More libel! More libel! 

Enter Dennis, r. 

Dennis. (To Mrs. Ferret, giving her a telegram.) Plaze, 
ma'am, here's another bit ov a letter for you. (Aside.) It's a 
milancholy christenin' they're havin', I'm thinkin'. 

Mrs. F. (Beads.) "Look after Brown. He is the best friend 
you have, and the most honorable man alive." 

Ferret. (Jumps up excitedly, overturning table and chair, and 
takes off his wig, tohich he excitedly waves above his head.) Hurrah ! 
All's clear at last! The telegraph operator at first only sent, me 
half of the message which has been the cause of all this con- 
fusion and misunderstanding. (To Brown, extending hi&hand.) 
Mr. Brown, my dear sir, I owe you a thousand apologies, and 
humbly beg ten thousand pounds — I mean pardons. 

Brown. (Taking his hand.) Granted, with all my heart. 

Ferret. (To Mango, extending his hand,) Mr. Mango — that is 
— my dear uncle, I crave your forgiveness. 

Mango. (Taking the extended hand, which he wrings forcibly.) 
You have it, my dear boy, you have it. 

Ferret. (To Mrs. F.) Barbara, my dear, come to my arms. 
(They embrace.) 

Mango. Now, ray dear nephew, as you seem inclined to listen 
to reason, a little explanation on my part may not be amiss* 
Having amassed quite a comfortable fortune in India, I became 
tired of its sultry climate ; and that coupled with the anxiety 
to again behold my dear niece (Takes Mrs. F.'s hand), brought 
me back to England. Always having had the reputation of 
being — well, eccentric — the idea entered my head to make her 
acquaintance under an assumed name, and thus learn her feel- 
ings towards her old uncle, whom she could scarce be expected 
to remember. I came here as a Mr. Mango, late of the East 
India Company, and finding lodgings next you, I immediately 
engaged them, hoping thereby to soon make your acquaintance. 
I must admit that I was greatly amused at your suspicious na- 
ture, which effectually repelled all my advances (Fekrei' hanys 
his head). At last your suspicions became so ridiculous, and cf 
so personal a nature, that I could no longer bear them, aud so re- 
moved to the "George." In regard to the affair about those 
ducks (Dennis endeavors to steal of unseen, ichen Mango takes 
him by the ear, and leads him tremblingly (forward) allow me to 
introduce to your notice the real culprit — as I have abundant 
proof that he sucked the missing eggs. ( To Dennis, poking him 
in the stomach with his cane.) Bow! you rascal! Where's your 
manners? (Another poke.) Bow! 

Dennis. (Aside.) Begorra, I'm in for it, as the fly said when he 
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fell into the cap of hot tay. {Aloud.) Och hone! masther 
dear! I'll never do so again. 

Ferret. (Fiercely.) So it was you, base ingrate, that was the 
cause of all this. You that I have fed, clothed, and paid good 
wages. Go, wretch ! Leave my house this instant, never to re- 
turn. 

Mrs. F. Stop a moment, my dear. Do not be too hasty. You 
have been greatly in the fault yourself; and I am sure, if Mr. 
Brown and dear uncle are inclined to overlook your grievous 
errors, you can do no less than be generous likewise in forgiv- 
ing poor Dennis' little peccadilloes. Besides, my dear, yon will 
probably require his services. 

Ferret. For what? 

Mrs. F. To look after Brown. (All laugh except Dennis and 
Ferret.) 

Ferret. Weil, I see you all have the laugh against me. Dennis, 
you rogue, I will forgive you this time, and I sincerely hope that 
henceforth I shall have a better servant and you will have a 
better master. 

Dennis. Thank ye, sir. More power to ye ! May ye live for- 
ever and I live to see ye dacintly buried ! Yer honor's a gintle- 
man, a man afther me own heart. (To Mrs. F.) The same to 
yerself, missus, and more ov it. (Gomes down — To audience.) 
Ladies and gintlemen, especially the ladies, me masther's been 
very kind in overlookin' me faults and blundhers, an' if you'll 
only do the same, why — why — (Scratches his head as if puz- 
zled what to say) — I'll repate thim ivery evenin' till further notice. 
(Retires to L.) 

Ferret. (Coming forward.) 

Kind friends, to you let this a moral teach,— 
Be not suspicious, and guard well your speech, 
Or on your head much trouble you'll bring down, 
And err as I in " Looking afteb Brown." 

JfltafO. Mrs. F. Ferret. Brown. Dent*t$. 
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ANOTHER NOVELTY. 



Aunt Jerusha's Quilting Party. 

<An Entertainment in One Scene* 

By LAURA M. PARSONS, 

Authob of " The Old Maids' Convention." 

Four male, twelve female characters. Scenery unimportant ; costumes 
eccentric. This is a rustic entertainment, similar in character to "The Old 
Maids' Convention," and introducing humorous types and incidents, and local 
hits. Such a piece has long been inquired for under different titles, and our 
version of " The Quilting Party " is thus born heir to a great popularity. It 
introduces the following cast in songs and specialties. 

CHARACTERS. 

Jerusha Dow An old friend. 

Hepzibah Spooner A little " deef." 

Hannah Pike A " maiden lady." 

Johanna Hines A " lone widow: 1 

Rachel Gray . . A Quakeress. 

Patience Peabody Another old maid. 

Mrs. Simeon St u bbs A bit of a gossip. 

Druscilla Thompkins A strong-minded woman. 

Charity Cooper Another spinster. 

Mrs. Deacon Simpkins. 
Mrs. Aaron Pride. 

Phcebe Miranda Pride With an eye on the parson. 

John Dow.„ 

Deacon Simpkins Who can dance. 

Squire Pride Who plays the violin. 

Preacher Love joy The pet of the ladies. 

PRICE 25 CENTS* 



AUNT MEHETIBLE'S SCIENTIFIC 

EXPERIMENT. 

cA Farce in One cAct. 
By EMMA E, BREWSTER. 

Scenery and costumes unimportant. Six female characters. Originally 
written for a school exhibition to employ a lot of superfluous girls. Aunt 
Mehetible must be played well, but there is no acting whatever required for the 
other parts. Strongly recommended to perplexed teachers. 

PRICE 15 CENTS. 



Sent, postpaid, on receipt of price, by 

BAKER, 5 HAMILTON PLACE, BOSTON, MASS. 



NEW PLAYS. 



POVERTY FLATS. 

A Play of Western Life in Three Acts. 

By BERNARD FRANCIS MOORE. 

Author of "The Rough Rider," "The Wrecker's Daughter," Etc. 

* 2 ~^"iaie male, two female characters. Scenery easy; costumes rough froii -» 
v fr** »nd modern. A very easy and effective " border " drama, suitable for 
y^^Hger amateurs, as it has plenty of strongly marked characters, anil 
J^^s of action. Nota soubrette play of the usual " Western " type. Irish 
7i , *<i Chinese low comedv, and Irishwoman — very strong. Leading and 
*J eav v" parts very effective. Strongly recommended to the class for 
w **Om it was written. Plays an hour and three quarters. 

Price 15 Centg. 



SYNOPSIS: 




judge. A Chinaman in love. The " llish Queen." A game 
c a.rds. Four aces. " Over tha liver, Duffy." A bad man. Rat soup. The 
Murder. The accusation. The sheriff of "Poverty Flats." 

ACT II.— The jail Morning. An Irish deputy. A terrible night. 
The interview. A base revenge. The mystery of the knife. A wife for a 
Mfe. "I refuse." The lynching party. An Irish episoae. "In the name 
*>f the law." The judge holds court. Circumstantial evidence. The 
Chinese witness. The murderer found. "The word of a heathen." The 
Proof. On the other foot. "Prisoner, you are discharged." 

ACT III.— "The Rising Sun." Night. The hold up. A determined 
**ian. The escaped prisoner. The pursuit. China vs. Ireland. " llishman 
*xim big bluff." The story of " Poverty Flats." The Union mine. Hank's 
<iiplomacv. Biddy and the judge. Thrown out of court. Tne outlaw. 
■A.t bay. Win Lung to the rescue. The death of Randall. The queen of 
"fclie camp. " An' I'll be bestee man." 



The Baby. 

A Comedietta in One Act. 

By HARRY O. OSGOOD. 



Three male, two female characters. Scenery, an easy interior; cos • 
tumes modern. A very bright and amusing little comedy of the more re- 
fined sort. The absent-minded Professor and his "Henglish" servant 
are very effective, and " The Baby " literally out of sight. Plays half an 
hour. 

Price 15 Cents. 



Sent, postpaid, on receipt of price, by 

BAKER, 5 HAMILTON PLACE, BOSTON, MASS, 



A NEW FARCE COMEDY. 



FERGUSON, OF TROY. 

tA Farce Comedy in Three <Acis. 
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-mody characters. Flays a full evening. 

PRICE J5 CENTS. 



Act I.— Morning. Trouble. Walter's return. A cloao call. "Shall I 
id for Dr. Fergus™ P '* Hogmn's barn. Tins n hi ruing uujierB. A bnr^]iirii.<i~ 
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Mil;.. A J..i>|Uilnr journal. Uiiirley'l victor)-. Ferguson, of Tn.y. A J".lice 



urphy. On a roin-. " Y.->i nnn-i ili^isis.' 
disease. ' * 



blank eye. A horrible disease. A bushol of fun. '■ My sister KIihu." "I'll 
kill Ferguson fur tnlBl" 

Act II. — Noon. More trouble. "A serpent in o 
'- ™-i— -g uttia »r — • ■"- -* ° 



turn. Joining forces. The cupper uith the liliwk eve. 
letilie. (.iff dutv. I'll.' «t..ry ,1 Hit chicken fight. In h 

" NnnVrini; curs! Belinda!" 
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I wives.' Alii-avs F,-ri;iis,..i. Mike mid Hie madman. Knoek-our. drops. A duel 
to the death. Light at lost. — 
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BLACK MAGIC. 

A 'Burlesque 3(egro Sketch, 
By ROBERT MELVILLE BAKER, 

lUTHOR or " AN Awkward Squad," •' For Ori Xiqht Only," etc. 

I'.v ill- cliAracten, Costumes, burlesque ; scenery, of ...nunc 

i.ertles numerous, but easily i.sseuibled. A clover tn.vei.ly of a slrisht 
!l perform* iir. :■■■ Fake's conjuring is us i=!d-.|,;iui, 

'.r-u'."l''.'." i" i ,'wTlIi nil tlio Hicks described, but mi 

horlened by omissions. 

PRICE 15 CENTS. 



Sent, postpaid, on receipt ef price, by 

SAXES, 5 HAMILTON PLACE, BOSTON, MASS. 



NEW BOOKS FOR LITTLE ONES. 



In Child Land. 

A COl -l^ECTION OF DRILLS, SONGS, FINGER-PLAYS AND RECITA- 
TIONS FOR LITTLE CHILDREN. 

Wrl tten and Compiled by NELLIE E. CASE and LAURA B. CASE. 

voun!i* B excellent collection, the work of an experienced teacher of the 
recitaT** comprises eight finger-plays, complete with music, sixty-nine 
little ons ancl colloquies, and three new drills— a Doll Drill, for ten 
f 0rar C£irl8, a Sun-Flower Drill, for ten little girls, an Attitude Drill, 
schorvi^ number — all complete with music. It contains matter suited for 
othe»r\» home or exhibition purposes, and fills a want not supplied by any 
^ book. 

Price 30 Cents. 



CONTENTS. 

PART I.— FINGER PLAYS. 

X ^^LE HELPERS, THE BIRDS, 

THE SNOW BIRDS, THE CHILDREN'S PLAY, 

OLD SANTA CLAUS IS COMING, THE MICE, 

THIS LITTLE PIQ WENT TO MARKET, 

MR. SQUIRREL. 

PART II. -RECITATIONS. 
SIXTY-NINE SELECTED RECITATIONS FOR LITTLE ONES. 

PART III.— DRILLS. 

2>e-x 

*LL DRILL (for ten little girls J, 

SUNFLOWER DRILL (for ten little girls). 

ATTITUDE DRILL, "GOOD NIGHT." (Song.) 



The Dolls' Frolic. 

AN ENTERTAINMENT FOR CHILDREN IN ONE SCENE. 

By ROSE11ARY BAUM. 

Two boys and three girls. Costumes fanciful; scenery unimportant. 
-An extremely pretty and picturesque entertainment for children, intro- 
ducing music. The title amply indicates its character. Plays fifteen to 
twenty minutes. 

Price ...... 15 Cents. 



Sent, postpaid, on receipt of price, by 

BAKER, 5 HAMILTON PLACE, BOSTON, MASS. 



A NEW CANTATA FOR CHILDREN. 



A DREAM of the FLOWERS 

Consisting of Songs, Choruses, Recitations, 

Dialogues, Etc. 

By NELLIE E. CASE. 

For fourteen little girls, one little boy and chorus. Costumes fanciful 
but easily gotten up. No scenery needed, though it can be employed to 
advantage. This cantata primarily celebrates May Day, introducing a 
May-pole Dance, but it is good and not unsuitable for performance at 
any season. It is published complete with music, pretty and very easy.' 
This piece is the work of an experienced teacher, familiar with the needs 
and limitations of children*, and is offered with confidence. 

Price 25 Cents. 



A NEW EDITION, 



BALLADS IN BLACK. 

A Series' of Readings to be Produced as Shadow 

Pantomimes. 

With full directions for representation. Illustrated with fifty full- 
page drawings in silhouette, by J. F. Goodrich. 

CONTENTS : 

In Pawn. A Shadow Pantomime in Four Acts and a Prologue; eight 
illustrations. 

Drink. A Temperance Shadow Pantomime; eight illustrations. 

Orpheus, the Organ-Grinder. A Musical Shadow Pantomime; six 
illustrations. 

Anonymous. A Nameless Narrative; six illustrations. 

Driggs and his Double. A Pantomime Paradox; eight illustrations 
- Cinderella. A new version of an old story; eight illustrations. 

Price, paper covers ... 50 Cents. . * 



We have a limited number of these pantomimes, published separately 
which we can furnish at 15 cents per copy until the edition is exhausted. 
Cinderella is quite out of print and cannot be supplied save in the 50- 
cent book. 



NEW PLAYS. 
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[ 



LITTLE TRUMP; 

OR, A ROCKY MOUNTAIN DIAMOND. 

cA ^Drama in Three cAds. 

By A* LINCOLN FISHER, 

Seven male, four female characters. Costumes, modern and character, 
fieenery, varied but easy. This is a typical Western drama, with a soubrette 
lead, similar to the popular " Triss." The dramatic interest is very strong, the 
characters widely diversified. Two " heavy " characters, one a Mexican, good 
comedy, male and female, and strong " character " bits. Little Trump is & 
capital soubrette, and Gushington Splatterbee (comedy) a part of great oppor- 
tunity. Plays a full evening. 

PRICE 25 CENTS. 



SYNOPSIS* 

Act I.— In the Rockies. Rube's home. Phil and the " greaser." Prospect- 
ing. A leaf from the past. Little Trump. " The face of the senora." Uncle 
Bex. A heated interview. " If you hurt my gran'pa, I'll let daylight through 
you ! " The lost locket. A clue. A gentleman from the East. The breakdown. 
Hospitalities. Rex's romance. On the trail. Gushington's little stunt. 
Minerva, the tenderfoot. Seeing the sunset. Trump's story. The tin box. 
" She is mydaughter's child.*' Rube breaks the news. " I ain't gone yet, 
gTan'pa." The abduction. Rex has the drop on the " greaser." " Shoota now,* 
if you dare ! " 

Act II. — The pursuit. The ruined Hacienda. Old Pepita. Trump's new 
grandma. Under guard. The road-agents. Raising the wind. Pepita's friend. 
On guard. Splatterbee to the rescue. A ghost. Pepita the witch. A proposal. 
" When Trump is found you shall be in truth her Uncle Rex." An angry 
father — perhaps. The effect of moonlight. An old hen. Trump's escape. 
The discovery. Pepita's death. A forged story. The meeting. A duel to the 
death. Another chance. A cowardly ruse. Shot in the back. Destroying the 
traces. The explosion. In the nick of time. Rex's rescue. *' And I've mislaid 
my note-book ! " 

Act III. — In New York City. Six weeks and no clue. A close call for Rex. 
Who is Philip Cranston ? Claiming her promise. " A gentleman below." 
An interview. A familiar face. A clue. Making terms. The price of crime. 
Identified at last. A change of plans. " No opera to-night." Gushington 
ahead. A close call. Good news. Splatterbee holds a " little Trump." Safe 
at last. Squaring accounts. " The devil ! Rex Kenyon alive ! " Beaten at 
every point. Manuel turns. Gushington throws off the mask. " And just you 
make a note of that." 

A POLITICAL PULL. 

cA Comedietta, in One cAd. 
By JOHN JASPER JACKSON* 

Three male, three female characters. Costumes modern ; scenery an «3asy 
interior. An original and amusing little story of love and politics, in whi^h u 
jgraphophone plays the leading part. A suitable piece for parlor performance. 
Irish low-comedy, and capital juvenile parts. Plays twenty minutes. 

PRICE 15 CENTS. 



Sent) postpaid \ on receipt of price \ by 

BAKER, 5 HAMILTON PLACE, BOSTON, MASS. 



A NEW IRISH DRAMA- 



■ •*.' 



FAUQH-A-BALLAQ 

or, THE WEARING OF THE GREEN. 

A Romantic Irish Play in Three Acts. 

By BERNARD FRANCIS MOORE. 

Author of "Captain Jack," "The Irish Agent," "The Rough Rider," • 

Nine male, two female characters. Scenery varied but simple ; 
tumes military and ragged. Another Irish drama in this author's 1 
known and popular style, like its predecessors easy and effective to 
and true and sympathetic in its presentation of Irish character, 
characters effective, both comedy and serious. Plays a full evening. 

Price 25 Cents. 



SYNOPSIS: 

ACT I.— The wearing of the green. The patriot priest. Black Do** 
aid's courtship. The spy. Gerald and Alice. Out of exile. The hour of-' 
need. The Squire's plot. An unseen witness. The man of the hour. **I 
know that I can trust you." The accusation. A counter plot. To the res* 
cue. The tables turned. The Green above the Bed. 

ACT II.— The outlaw's home. An awkward squad. A soldier priest, *jj 
Brother and sister. A discovery. Betrayed by a iriend. A good smoke. ■"• 
Kitty Callahan and the ghost. Kissing a spirit. An unfortunate substi- -J 
tute. "Take that for yer throuble." The captured spy. The Squire's danger. * 
Alice's escape. "Let us hang the both of them." A halt. Face to face a* 
last. The man cf God. Good for evil. "The road lies before you — go!" 
The Bed above the Greek. 

ACT III.— The cabin in the hills. Myles ahead. Another taste of the 
spirit. Kitty's suspicions. The ghost's command. "In order to save 
yer life, I'll marry ye." The eagle and the crow. An unwelcome visitor* 
Offers of peace. The silver lining. The outlaw's wooing. Myles and the 
Squire. " Now will I bust him on the head wid a bit o' rock?" A free 
pardon. Forgive and forget. Westward ho! The Stars and Stripes ova* 

ALL. 



A Black Trump. 

A "Black-Face" Comedy in Two Acts. 

By DAVIS RISDON. 

Three male, four female characters. Scenery, a simple interior; cos- 
tumes, modein and rough. An entirely unique piece of its kind, — a 
" straight" comedy of light but serious interest, written almost entirely 
for ** colored " characters. A very amusing piece, full of characteristic 
darkey humor, its dialect and character-drawing being wholly excep- 
tional in truth and vigor. Recommended as a downright novelty in enter* 
tainments. Plays an hour. 

Price 15 Cents. 



Sent, postpaid, on receipt of price ', by 

BAKER, 5 HAMILTON PLACE, BOSTON, MASa 
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% The Plays of Henrik Ibsei^ 



! 



Edited, with Critical and Biographical Introduction, 
hr EDMUND GOSSE. 
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This book should be retui 
the Library on or before the lab 
stamped below. 

A fine of five cents a day is incurrt 
by retaining it beyond the specified 
time. 
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